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JOE RIDER'S LAST RUN
SKILLY and bread and the smallest of ale Are Christmas cheer of little avail When your head with palsy ever shakes, And a hacking cough your body breaks.
It was Gaffer Hodge who whispered low
Into the ear of Rider Joe,
Rider Joe the Huntsman old
Of the Harley Pack on Harley Wold :
u Cheer up, Joseph !   Workhouse cheer!
Make the best of the bread and the beer.
It is Christmas day, and so I've 'eard
The Squire 'as given 'is solemn word
'E will send us 'is leavings of puddin' and beef.
Which I call that 'ansome past belief."
Rider Joe from his skilly scowled,
And wiping his mouth on his sleeve, he growled;
" Squire ?   'E ain't no Squire to me.
I 'ates such town-bred muck as 'e.
If my old Squire 'ad lived, do you think
'E'd 'a let me die in a work'ouse sink?